to flash, and Katerina seemed to turn pale with dread and
expectation. Then something like a smile came into the old
man's face and Katerina began laughing softly: Sometimes
tears came into her eyes; then the old man tenderly stroked her
on the head like a child, and she embraced him more tightly
than ever with her bare arm that gleamed like snow, and
nestled even more lovingly to his bosom.

At times Ordynov still thought this was part of his dream;
hi fact, he was convinced of it; but the blood rushed to his head
and the veins throbbed painfully in his temples. He let go of
the nail, got off the bed, and staggering, feeling his way like a
lunatic, without understanding the impulse that flamed up like
fire in his blood, he went to the door and pushed violently; the
rusty bolt flew open at once, and with a bang and a crash he
suddenly found himself in the middle of the landlord's bed-
room. He saw Katerina start and tremble, saw the old man's
eyes flash angrily under his lowering brows, and his whole face
contorted with sudden fury. He saw the old man, still keeping
close watch upon him, feel hurriedly with fumbling hand for a
gun that hung upon the wall; then he saw the barrel of the gun
flash, aimed straight at his breast with an uncertain hand that
trembled with fury. . . . There was the sound of a shot, then
a wild, almost unhuman, scream, and when the smoke
parted, a terrible sight met Ordynov's eyes. Trembling all
over, he bent over the old man. Murin was lying on the floor;
he was writhing in convulsions, his face was contorted in agony,
and there was foam upon his working lips. Ordynov guessed
that the unhappy man was in a severe epileptic fit. He flew,
together with Katerina, to help him ...

CHAPTER III
HpHE whole night was spent in agitation. Next day Ordynov
A went out early in the morning, in spite of his weakness and
the fever that still hung about him. In the yard he met the
porter again. This time the Tartar lifted his cap to him from a
distance and looked at him with curiosity. Then, as though
pulling himself together, he set to work with his broom,
glancing askance at Ordynov as the latter slowly approached
him*
"Well, did you hear nothing in the night?" asked Ordynov.